Speake to his gentle . hearing kind commends. 

VVe doc debafe our felfe ( Cofin ) doe we not; 

To lookc io poorely , and to fpeake fo faire t 
Shall we call backe Northumberland and fend 
Defiance to the Tray tor and fo die ? 

^w.No.good mv lord jlet's fight with gentle words 
Till trme lend fnenas, and friends their hopefull Swords! 

R/cb. Oh God,oh God, that ere this tongue of mine 
That layd the fentence of dread Banifhment 1 

On yond proud man, fircuid take-it of againe- 
V Vith words of iooth : O that I were as great 
A s is my Griefe, or lefler than my Name, 

Or that I could forget what I have beene. 

Or not remember what I muft be now : 

S well'll thou proud heart ? He giue thee feopeto beate;. 
Since foes-have lcope to beate both thee and me. 

Northumberland comes backe from Bulltngbrooke, 
Rich.}/ Vhat mull the King doe now ? mull he fubmit? 
The King fhall doe it : Mull he be depos'd ? 
f he King (hall becontemed : Mufthelofe. 

The Name of King ? o’ Gods Name let it goe» 
lie give my Icwels for a let ofbeades. 

My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage, 

My gay ApparreU , for an Almes-mans Gowne, . 

My figur d Goblets, for a Difh of Wood, 

My Scepter for a Palmers walking StafFe, 

My Subj edls , for a payre of carved Saints, 

And my large Kingdome , for a little Grave, 

A little little Grave, an ob'.cure Grave. 

Or lie be buried in the Kings high-way. 

Someway of common Trade, where Sub/efls feete 
May bowrely trample on their Soveraignes Head : 

For on my heart they tread: now , whiled Ilive ; 

And buried once,w hy not upon my Head ? 

-Aumerle , thou weep’ll ( my tender-hearted Cofin ) : 
VVee’le make fonie Weather with defpifed Teares : 
©urfighs, and they, fhall lodge the Summer Come, 

And malfe a Dearth in chi* revolting Land, 


of R ichard the femd. 

Or {hall we play the wantons, with our woes. 

And makefome pretty match with Ihedding teares - 
As thus : to drop them Hill upon one place. 

Till they have fretted us a paire of Graves, 

VVithin the Earth: and therein layd, there lies 
Two Kinfmen digg’d their Graves with weeping Eyes ? 
Would not this ill, doe well ? well, well, I fee 
I talke but idly, and you mocke at me* 

Moll mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland , 

What fayes King Bulltngbrooke ? will his Ma/efty 
Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die ? 

You make a legge and Bulltngbrooke fayes I , 

Nor. My Lora, in the bafe Court he doth attend 
To fpeake with you, may it p'eafe you tocome downe, 
iibc/j. Downe, downe I come,like glill’ring Phaeton , 
Wanting the manage ofunruly lades. 

In the bafe Court? bafe Court where Kings grow* bafe, 
Tocome at Traytors calls,and doe them grace. (King, 

In the bafe Court come downe: downe Court, downe 
For Night -Owles fhrike, where mounting Larks Ihould 
Bui, What fayes his Ma/elly ? (ling. 

■A/or.Sorrow and griefe of heart 
Makes him fpeake fondly, like a franticke man: 

Yet he is come. 

Bui. Stand all apart. 

And fhew faire duty to his Maiefty. 

My gracious Lord. 

Rich. Faire Cofin, 

You debafe your Princely knee. 

To make the bale earth proud with killing it. 

Me rather had, my heart might fecle your love, 

Than my unpleas d Eye fee your courtefie. 
VpCoiin,up, your Heart is up, I know, 

1 hns high at lea ft, although your knee be low, 

'Bul.Uy gracious Lord, I come bur for mine owne. 
Rtch. Your owne is yours, and I am yours, and all. 
‘Bui. So farre be mine, (my moll redoubted Lord,) 

As my true fervice Ihall defcrue your love, 

G i Rich 


